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T^tf Hiilcnt offing Lear, 

Is it not as this mouth fhould teare this- hand 
For lifting food to’tfbut I will punifh fure, 

No I will wCepe no more, in fuch a night as this ! 

O Regan, gonorillf your old kind father (lies, 

Whofcfranke heart gaue you all: Othat waymadnes 
Let me fhun that, no more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter. 

Lear. Prethe goe in thy felfe, feeke thy one eafe; 
This tempeft will not giue me leaue to ponder 
Gn things would hurt me more, but ile goe in; 

Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittiles night, 

How fhall your houfe-lefle heads, and vnfed Tides, 
Your loopgand windowed raggednes defend you 
From feafons fuck as thefej’O I haue tane 
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That thou may ft lhake the fuperflux to them. 

And Ihew the heauens more iuft. , . . , , , 

Toole* Come not in here Nunckle, her sa fpitit,helpe mejielpe 

mee. 

■Kent. Giue me thy hand, whofe there, 

Toole . A fpiric, hefayes, his nam’s pooreT«w> # 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there m the ltraw, 

come forth? , , , 

Ed?. Away, the fo wle fiend foliowes me, thorough the In p 
hjthomc blowes the cold wind, goe to thy cold bed and want 

th Lear. Haftthou giuen all to thy two daughters, and arc thou 

C 8 do. Who giues - any thing to poore Tern* whome the foule 
Fieri hath le°d throU fie .and through and 
whirli-poole, ore bog and quagmire, that has laydkn 
derhis pillow, and halters in his pue,fet ratsbane by his p g > 

made him proud of heart tondeona 
foure iiicht bridges, to courfe his ovvrne fhadow L, 

blefte thy fine wits, Toms a cold, blefle thee from vvhu 
ftarre-blufting^and talcing, doe poore Tom fome chan , 
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the foule fiend vcxesjthere could I haue him now,and there, and 
and there againe. 

Lear. What, his daughters brought him to thi s palle! 

Couldft thou faue nothing, didft thou giue them all l 
T.otlt. Nay he referu’d a blanket , elfe we h ad been eallfharn d. 
Lear. Now affthe plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang feted ore mens faults, fall on thy daughters. 

Kent. He hath no daughters fir. 

Lear. Death traytor nothing could haue fubdued nature 
Tofuchalownes but his vnkind daughters; 

Is it thefafhion that difearded fathers 
Should haue thus little mercy on their fleftij 
Judicious punilhment twas this flefti 
Begot thofe Pelicane daughters . 

Edg. Pilicock fate on pelicocks hill, a lo lo lo, 

Toole. This cold night will turne vs all to fooles,& madmen. 
Tig. Take heedeat’h foule fiend, obay thy parents,keep thy 
words iuftly, fweare not, commit not with mans-fworne-fpoufe, 
fetnotthy fweet heart on proud array, Toms a cold, 

Lear. What haft thou beene? 

Big. A Seruingman, proud in heart and mind, that curld my 
haire, woreglouesinmy cap,ferued theluft ofmy miftris heart, 
anddidtheaft of darkeneswithher,fworeas many oaths as I 
fpake words, and broke them in the fweet face of heauen, one 
that flept in the contriuing of lull, and wakt to doe it, wine lo- 
ued I deeply , dice dee rely , and in woman ouc-paramord the 
Turke.faUe of heart, light of eare,bloudie ofhand ,Hog in floth, 
Fox i n ftealth, Woolf e in greedincs , Dog in madnes, Lyon 
Sn pray; let not the crcekingof fhooes, nor the ruffn'gs offiikes 
betray thy poore heart to women, keepe thy foot e^ouc ofbro- 
thell, thy hand out of placket, thy pen from lenders booke, 
and defiethcfoulefiend;ftill through thehathorne blowes the 
cold wind, hay no on ny. Dolphin my boy, my boy, caefe 
let him trot by. 

Lear. Why thou were better in thy graue, then to anfwcre 
'vith thy vneouered bodie this extremitie of the skies, is man no 
more but thisjeofider him well thou oweft the worm e no filke, 

, no hide, the lliecpeno wooll, the cat no perfume; her s 

nireeonsare fophifticated,thou art the thing i t felfe; vnaccom- 
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